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A hen, clucking loudly, left a corner where, with
the casualness of the oriental dorkmg, it had deposited
an egg in full view of the general public, A dozen
hens ran towards the egg on eating bent And Nelly
rasa too.
" Good morning," said a well-known voice, as she
stood erect wiping the egg on her apron,
"Archibald!" exclaimed Nelly, in an eager voice.
" I mean, Mr Podd," she added as, after a preliminary
scraping and kicking, a grinning face surmounted by
a brand new solar topee slowly appeared above the
fence.
" You are a great stranger," said Nelly in a coldish
voice,
"Home again, you see, like the prodigious calf/*
grinned Archibald, uneasily.
" You might have written,"
" I can't explain while hanging to this fence," said
Archibald. " I was about to stroll in singing * Home,
Sweet Home/ and take my acucstomed place by the
fireside, if one was needed in the equatorial regions,
but your expressions on your face are very discourag-
ing, Miss Ryan* If you will pardon me, I am not a
great stranger. In fact, as a stranger I am only about
a month old."
His arms growing tired, he dropped out of sight.
Nelly heard him muttering to himself on the other
side of the fence.
She unbelted the gate.
" Come in, then, .little stranger," she said, good-
naturedly.
The young man made his entrance with dignity.